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	DEDICATION

	To the ones who waited in the long, quiet shadows of the hallway, holding onto hope when the silence felt permanent, and the echo of their own footsteps was the only company they kept. To those who sat in the stillness of empty rooms, wondering if the universe had simply forgotten to call their name, yet still kept a candle lit in the window of their souls.

	To the ones who loved through the crushing weight of uncertainty, refusing to let the flickering flame go out even as the seasons shifted, the years blurred, and the world moved on with an indifferent, bustling speed that seemed to leave no room for their specific brand of devotion. To those who carried a person’s name like a secret prayer, hidden beneath the noise of a mundane life, trusting that some bonds are forged in a fire that time cannot douse.

	To the ones who understood, deep in their marrow, that timing is never a matter of mere coincidence, a convenient alignment of schedules, or a lucky roll of the cosmic diceit is a profound testament to human courage. It is the quiet, daily bravery required to remain open and vulnerable when life’s disappointments demand you close, and the radical strength to stay soft and receptive in a world that values the cynical, hardened heart above all else. It is the realization that waiting is not a passive act, but a vigorous preparation of the spirit.

	And to every heart that has ever felt the sharp, breath-stealing ache of being “too early” in finding the right soul before the world was ready to hold them both.

	Or the weary, heavy regret of being “too late” in arriving at the destination, only to find the map has changed and the doors have long since been locked.

	To those who feared they had missed their singular window of opportunity, or that they had arrived at the shore only after the grand ship had sailed into the fog: remember that the horizon is infinitely wider than your current perspective. The tides that pull things away are the same tides destined to bring new wreckage and new wonders back to your feet.

	Love does not arrive on a clock’s rigid schedule, nor does it obey the frantic calendar of our societal expectations. It does not care for the milestones we set for ourselves by thirty, or forty, or fifty, nor does it acknowledge the arbitrary deadlines the world imposes upon our individual happiness. It is a wild, unmapped thing that follows its own internal compass.

	It arrives at the exact, tectonic moment the internal walls finally come downthose barriers we built to protect ourselves that eventually became our prisons. It arrives when the jagged lessons of the past have finally been processed, smoothed over by time, and integrated into the quiet, steady wisdom of the present. It arrives when you have finally become the person capable of sustaining the very thing you once only knew how to crave.

	Ultimately, love does not simply happen to you like a sudden storm or an accidental fall.

	It arrives as an invitation, appearing only when you are finally, truly ready to choose itto recognize its face in a crowd and to keep choosing it, with intention and grace, every single day, for as long as the music plays and the stars hold their place in the sky. It is the reward for the long wait, the answer to the silence, and the final, beautiful proof that the timing was perfect all along.

	

	




	



	INTRODUCTION

	Time is the one thing we believe we understand until it refuses to behave.

	We measure it with clinical precision. We chase it with frantic desperation. We beg for just a few more drops of it when the well runs dry. We blame its relentless forward motion when our lives eventually fall apart, as if its only purpose is to carry us toward an end we aren't ready for.

	But what if time is not a straight, indifferent line stretching from the cradle to the grave?

	What if it is fluid, capable of bending and warping toward the gravity of our deepest emotions? What if the intensity of a single shared glance or a devastating loss could pull at the very fabric of the universe, distorting seconds into hours?

	What if love is not just a feeling, but the only force in existence strong enough to interrupt the clock's mechanical pulse?

	In the Spaces Between Seconds was born from a simple, haunting question:
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